ACT I                PRIVATELIVES
AMANDA :   I'm on honeymoon.
ELYOT :  How interesting, so am I.
AMANDA :  I hope you're enjoying it.
ELYOT :  It hasn't started yet.
AMANDA ;  Neither has mine.
ELYOT :  Oh, my God !
AMANDA :   I can't help feeling that this is a little
unfortunate.
ELYOT :  Are you happy ?
AMANDA : Perfectly.
ELYOT :   Good.    That's all right, then, isn't it ?
AMANDA :  Are you ?
ELYOT : Ecstatically.
AMANDA : I'm delighted to hear it.    We shall pro-
bably meet again sometime.    Au revoir!    (She turns.)
ELYOT (firmly):   Good-bye.
She goes indoors without looking back. He stands
gating after her with an expression of horror on his
Jace. SIBYL comes brightly on to the terrace in a very
pretty evening frock.
SIBYL :    Cocktail,  please.    (ELYOT  doesn't answer.}
EUi, what's the matter ?
ELYOT :   I feel very odd.
SIBYL :  Odd, what do you mean, 111 ?
ELYOT : Yes, ill.
SIBYL (alarmed) :  What sort of
ELYOT :  We must leave at once.
SIBYL :   Leave 1
ELYOT :  Yes, dear.   Leave immediately.
SIBYL : Elli!
ELYOT : I have a strange foreboding.
SIBYL :  You must be mad.
ELYOT :   Listen,  darling.   I wan* you to be very
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